I STARTED haunting libraries Everything that had to
do with the Far East, Siberia, Mongolia, interested me
history, geography, ethnography, folk-lore From three-
hne agency telegrams to the two-thousand-page shorthand
report of the Washington Conference, I studied every-
thing Going back to the past, I deciphered worm-eaten
volumes and histories which were not With a magmfying-
glass, you could have followed the trail of my finger-prints
on books in the Pans libraries
At the National Library it was nice and warm and
quiet The walls of that immense necropolis were hidden
behind bindings A haze made luminous by the electric
light smoked beneath the cupola In the central lobby,
contemporary authors organized impromptu meetings
A war-crippled clerk brought me weighty tomes, bound
in blue or red linen, which presented parsons and English
old maids crossing the Far East in all directions, distribut-
ing blows and Bibles impartially and picking up bits of
information
'After travelling for several days across an and upland
where only a few tents of nomads and caravans presented
themselves to our eyes, we finally came to Mr Davidson's
most hospitable house, where he awaited us on the
threshold, surrounded by his charming wife and his young
sons, who looked as though they had never left the soil of
the Old Country *
Amid all that Yellow sea of suffeimg, of poverty, these
travellers could discern only one or two islets of Whites
Their books were illustrated, but the features of the